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One 


Author's Notes: 
Slash's point of view. 


The studio was dark and had those foam cushion walls that looked like egg crates. It was the time of day when 
| was between the hang over and being drunk, so it was the best time to have a discussion with Axl about 
this. Not that there was a great time to have a discussion with him, or an argument. He was smart, he was a 
lot smarter than most people thought. | thought people thought he was a wild, troubled drug addict/junkie. He 
wasn't that at all. Well, he was wild and troubled, but also disturbingly sober. 


"Hey, uh, Axl?" | said, taking my sunglasses off. Why was | even wearing them in this dark room? But they 
protected me, like my hair and my top hat and my guitar. Everything protected me. Now there was a chink in 


my armor. 


"Yeah?" he said, his feet up on the mixing board, and | could see the scuffed soles of his boots. His hair was 
long and shiny, even in this dim light | could see the deep red shine to it. 


"Listen, this song "One in a Million’, the lyrics, uh, we can't release this song," | said. I'd just heard the lyrics 
for the first time a few days ago and cringed at the word nigger, not to mention faggot and immigrants and all 


the rest of it. He was going to get us killed. 
"Yes, we can," he said, glancing over at me. | sighed. 
"You know Im half black, right?" | said. 


"Yeah, Slash, of course | know that. I'm not racist. Do you think I'm racist?" he said, taking his feet off the 
mixing board and planting them firmly on the floor, and he leaned toward me, his eyes all intense and 


challenging me. 


"No, | don't, but no one else is gonna know that. They're gonna hear that word and see your white skin and 


think that you're a fucking racist," | said. 


He wasn't a racist. Race was a funny thing, especially in this country, and maybe | was in tune with it because 
| was half black, half white. | was a part of both worlds, but a part of neither. And | knew Axl wasn't a racist, 
that he took each person for who they were no matter what they looked like or what race they were, that he 
did this more than your average white male. | knew that the people he hated the most and who had hurt him 
the most were all white, but no one else was gonna know that. There would be plenty of people who heard that 


song who would be so fucking pissed at him, and us. 
"You can't use that word," | said. 


"That's exactly why | should use it. Why are there all these rules about what | can say and what | can't say? 
This whole black/white thing needs to get exposed, it's like that stupid "We Are the World Song".." 


"What?" | said. Where the hell was he going with this? This was why | didn't like arguing with Axl. His 


arguments were like mazes that turned into spirals. They made me dizzy. 


"That song, its trying to portray things like everyone is together on shit and that race and stuff don't matter, 
but that isn't how the world is. If we're honest about it than people can see it, if we say it people can 

acknowledge it, but if you just pretend all the time like everything is fine and the different races don't want to 
fucking kill each other sometimes, and don't throw these hateful words around, how can anyone ever know the 


truth of things?" 


| stared at him. He was so intense. He was looking right at me, right into my eyes, and he didn't do that all the 
time. It was hard for him. Axl was so fucked up. It was what made our first album so awesome. People could 
relate to fucked up. But how could people relate to this? Why did it have to seem like we were saying it, like 
we were racist? My mom would be so pissed when she heard it. 


"Axl, it seems like you're saying it in the song, not all these other people, you. People are gonna get so mad." 


"People should get mad. They should get mad about all these labels and all these lies, if we ever want to 
change our shit people have to know about the shit. It'll be okay, even if some people don't get it. You can't 
help that. We're not racist and our true fans will know that.. 


"How? How will some little black kid know that when he hears you say that word?" | said, keeping the eye 
contact although | wanted to look away and cover my eyes with the edge of my hat. 


"Black rappers say it all the time," he said, turning his head. 


"You're not black! You can't say it! That's just how it works, Axl. Don't you know that? Its racist when you say 
itl" 


He stood up, jumped up, got right in my face. He was so close that | could see the light dusting of freckles 
across the bridge of his nose. 


"Yeah, well, it shouldn't be that way! No one can tell me what | can say! They can suck my dick! Its racist that 
| can't say it! Black, white, Asian, all this shit! We're all just human beings, you know, and | can say what | 


want," 


| shook my head. | lost the argument like | knew | would. Still, | was dreading my mom hearing this song. 


